' the Tragedie of Hamlet 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fc nc 5». 

Why foould we in our peeuifoopp ohuoiv 
Take it to heart, fie, tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft the dfead, a fault to nature, 

To reafonmoft abliird, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath ctyed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died today 
This mud be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnprcuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the World take note 
You ate the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lcffe nobilitic of loue 

Then that which deareft father bcares his forme. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backe to fchoole to W ittenberg. 

It is moft retrograd to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remame 
Heere inthecheare and comfort of our eie, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin , and out fonne. 

Qm. Let not thy mother loofe her praiers Hamlet* 

I pray thee ftay with vs , goe not to Wittenberg* 

Bam. I ftvall in all my beft obay you Madame. 

King. Why,tisalouing and afairereply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmark, e, Madame come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits Trailing to my heart, in grace wherfiof, 

No iocond health that Denmark, ? drinkes to-day. 

But the great Canon to the cloudes fhall tell. 

And the Kings rowfc the Heauen foal brute againe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder; come away. Flwrtfh. tuxetM aU , 
Ham.O that this too too fallied flefo would melt, but Hamlet ► 
Thaw and refolue it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the cuerlafting had not fixe v- 

His Tan non gainft feale (laughter,© God, God, 

How wary, ftale, fiat, and vnproficable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vr -‘'ceded Garden,. 

That growes to feed, things ranke & groffc in nature, 

PrtflVfle it meerelv that it foould come thus 
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Prince of Dent narke. 

But two moneths dead, nay not fo much, not two* 

So excellent a Kmg 'b« was to this 

Hyperion to a Satyre, io i&u;ng to my mother. 

That he might not bececme the winds of Heauen 
Vi fit her face too roughly : heauen and earth 
Muft I remember, why foe foould hang on him 
As if in create of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a moncth, 

Let me not thinke on’t ; frailtic thy name is woman 
A little month. Or ere thofe fooocs were old 
With which foe followed my poore fathers bodie 
Like Ntebe all teares, why foec 
O God ! a beaft that wants difeourie of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, maried with my Vntle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hercules, within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous teares 

Had left the flulbing in her gauled eies 
She married Oh ! moft wicked fpeed ; topaft 
With fuch dexteritie to inceftious foeets. 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart for I moft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, tJMarcelliuand Bernardo. 

Hora. Haile to your Lordfhigf (felfe. 

Ham, I am glad to fee you weif ; Horatio , or Idoe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore feniant euer. 

Ham. Sirmy good friend, Ilechange that name with you,. 
An d what make youfrom Wittenberg, Horatio t 
Marcellta. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Bam . I am very glad to fee you (good euen fir) 

But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora . A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not hcare your enemie fay fo, 

Nor fhall you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufterofyourowne report 
Againft your felfe, I know you are no truant. 

But what is your affaire in Elfonottre ? 

Wecle teach you for to drinkc ere you depart. 




